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First Meetings 


Author's Notes: 
Based on real life persons | have no ownership over whatsoever, enjoy! 


"This is the place, right? Canter's Deli?" 

"Yeah!" 

The motorbike came to a screeching halt at the corner of Fairfax Avenue, causing a few startled looks from 
onlookers and more importantly the attention of a group of women who were now eyeing the two newcomers 


with interest. 


"You drive fucking crazy, man" The taller of the two stood up once the bike had stopped, removing his helmet 
to reveal a shock of blonde hair that fell to his shoulders, a wide grin on his face. 


"What you talking about man, that was expertise driving right there!" Came the other man's reply, his voice 
muffled from beneath his helmet. 


"C'mon, let's see if they're here already." The blonde went a few paces before huffing, "C'mon Slash!" 


Slash locked up the bike and removed his helmet, immediately feeling a little self - conscious, he pulled the 
band holding his hair away and the mass of dark curls fell dutifully about his face. 

Sure enough, the small gaggle of girls had now caught his friends’ attention, and if he knew Duff well enough 
by now, which with all things considered he did pretty well, he would never actually ever get the lanky lad 


away from them. 

"DUFF" 

Catching the attention of one of the girls, she looked at him with renewed interest. 

"Are you English?" 

ah, shit. 

"What's your name?" now another of the girls began shifting their attention from one man to the other. 
"uh.Slash" 

"SLASH!" 


Slash heaved a sigh of relief at the sight of one of his oldest friends, Marc Canter waving from the doorway 
of the diner. 

Once they'd been able to extract themselves from the rabble of girls, both Duff and Slash were able to follow 
Marc into the dimly lit restaurant. 


They were taken right to the back where the booths were laid out back to back 

Slash vaguely registered that he was being introduced to each of the three men sat in the booth, one of 
which he knew, and beside him Duff dutifully shook each of their hands, but his gaze never left the blue-gray 
stare of the redhead at the end of the table. It was unnerving, to say the least, but he wasn't intimidated, 


even if that was this guys aim. 


No, more than anything, he was intrigued. 


TBC 


Discerning the Myth 


Author's Notes: 

Thank you so much for the reviews on the previous chapter! It means so much to me and it's really cool to 
hear your thoughts and opinions. I've always had this headcannon that Slash was quite self conscious of how he 
looked because he was still finding himself. He is very young in these few chapters, and | wanted to show that. 
That will change in the next chapters.. the stuffing hasn't hit the fan yet, so to speak. 

Enjoy! 


As the three of them approached the table, Axl's eyes appraised the two musicians, one quite obviously punk, 
judging by his attire. The other he knew had to be Slash. The way Marc had been banging on about the young 
guitarist had made Axl both irritable and incredibly anxious to meet this guy. 

Hearing a name like Slash had conjured up all of these images of a big burly character; someone who could 
easily kick your head in if you got on his bad side. As it goes, Axl had never seen anyone quite like Slash 
before. 

The guitarist was slight, but lean muscled, tall, but not overly so, and most of his features were hidden by 
cascades of dark curly hair. Next to his friend, whose appearance was carefully constructed into the current 


dishevelled punk phase, he seemed almost other-worldly. 


Axl now realised with a fresh stab of annoyance that he'd been so worked up by both Marc and Steven Adler 
with their tales of how Slash terrorised everyone and had been known to punch a couple of guys' lights out 
that he'd been expecting the worst. 

Axl saw that the guitarist was also looking at him with an equal amount of interest, a small smile playing on 
his lips. Axl cordially gave a small smile of his own, before smoothly dropping his gaze and training it on his 
cigarette instead, taking a long drag. 


"Hey come sit, we were just gonna get some more drinks." A space was made in the middle for them and the 
man with dark hair who had beckoned them over grinned. 

"My name's Izzy by the way." He said, shaking their hands. Axl stuck his hand out. 

"lim Axl." 

Whilst Duff seemed a little unnerved by the straight to point tone of voice, he shook his hand nonetheless. 
Slash however, wearing the same ghost of a smile grasped Axl with a firm handshake and for the first time 
Axl saw his dark eyes very clearly. The moment was very brief however, and by the time Axl had stopped 
staring at the place Slash had been a moment earlier he realised Slash and Steven had delved into telling their 
story of how they knew each other growing up. 


By the time their drinks had arrived and Axl was gulping down what must have been his fifth beer, they had 
all swapped places in the booth. Izzy and Duff had disappeared to the parking lot to fetch the guitars from the 


truck, and Steven was slouched so low in the booth he looked like he'd pass out at any moment. 

Axl and Slash were now bunched up at one end of the booth, partly due to Slash's inebriated state and because 
Axl argued that he was too lazy to move. 

"Where are you from?" 

"Yeah, l'm from England originally. Moved over here and saw even less of parents, but | love em." 

"Yeah? | had a real strict upbringing, real religious. | wasn't allowed to listen to rock and roll music. Just Elvis." 
"Really? holy shit." 

"Mhmm. My dad left when | was little see.. and my mom." 

And shit, why was spilling his whole life story to someone he had only just met?! 


"| don't see her much." He finished lamely. 


Mentally kicking himself Axl clamped his mouth shut, not sure how best to continue. He started twirling his 
beer bottle absently. 


If Slash noticed his current shift in mood he didn't show it. 
"That's really tough, you know, to get through that" He said thoughtfully. 


"Yeah well, you gotta rise up above these things y'know? Like now. We're gonna make it to the big time y'know. 
| really believe that. None of that shit will matter." 


Slash was silent for a moment before he spoke, 


"Do you really thi-" 


"Hey you fuckers wanna jam?" Duff shouted. He and Izzy had returned, guitar in hand. Beside him, Marc was 
throwing cautious glances at the deli staff, aware that his friends were beginning to get rowdy. 

Sure enough, no sooner had Slash got a hold of the instrument before management came down upon them, 

requesting they take it outside. 

Of course, that didn't go down very well and after a few choice words and a chair or two kicked over they 


were all forced out onto the parking lot. 
‘Its stokay, we can just jam out here." Slash stumbled a little and made his way to the truck. 
"Y-you ain't playing shit that drunk, Slash." Steven slurred. 


"No | can, h-hear me out, hear me out" Slash joked. 


Slash lent against the side of the truck and drunkenly fingered the fretboard. The way Marc was fucking 


talking his ear off Axl half expected to believe some outer body experience was about to occur. 


Slash plucked a few strings as if to get a feel for the instrument before playing a few blues bars, the sound 
went straight to Axis gut where it settled at his chest, the whine of the guitar striking a deep chord within 
him, he flared his nostrils in an attempt to control his breathing as he realised with silent horror his vision 
was marred by tears. 

Something about the way Slash played seemed to make the guitar an extension of all the emotions welling inside 
of him, pouring it into the music. 


When the last note had died down Axl cleared his throat, afraid his own speaking voice would give him away. 
"That was really fucking good Slash." He said quietly, his voice rough though he meant every word of it. 


"Look, I'm tired guys. | think I'm gonna head back home." He said, averting his eyes from Izzy's questioning look, 
blaming it on the copious amount of alcohol he had consumed that he felt so fucking emotional. 


Rioting Ritual 


Author's Notes: 

This chapter was surprisingly easy to write. The early part of the chapter was inspired by a quote from 
Slash, "I hate violence. At our shows, people hit each other and throw things, and | don't know why. | love the 
energy of it, but everyone needs to be considerate of those around them, and that usually doesn't happen" 


Slash never knew about Axl's anger. That was, until he witnessed it first hand. 


The band had just started life on the road as Guns N Roses, performing small time gigs at various verues big 
and small. Oh everyone got on well enough, and as a band they were as tight as they could be. 


The thought of stardom loomed ever closer yet it still evaded them somehow. ‘We could be more’ Axl said, and 
each time he felt as though they were getting snubbed, the more impatient he grew. 
By the time they hit Los Angeles, he was not in the best of moods. 


The people crammed into the small dark club room were drunk and rowdy, and between songs they shouted 
obscenities, one of which Axl just happened to catch. 

There was jeering now from the crowd and a murmur broke out across the room. 

Slash saw the change in Axis face, the anger come over him like a haze of mist that darkened his fine 
features and twisted them into something almost positively feral. 

He stomped over to the foot of the stage, and crouched so he was right in front of the offender. 


"You wanna fuckin’ say that again?" Axl's voice was low, almost a growl, the deep timbre of his voice carrying 


a menacing note to it. 


More words were exchanged and although Slash couldn't hear what they were, he could clearly see the 
singers' shoulders go taught as the anger continued to build around him like the electric currents of a live 
wire. 

What happened next seemed to happen in slow motion. 

One moment Axl was crouched down at the front of the stage, the next he had forced his way into the 
audience, and it was all Slash could do to look on in utter disbelief. 

Slash looked desperately to Izzy; the calm cool collected one, the voice of reason. His expression was 
disconcernable, and Slash fought the urge to almost want to shake him. He needed Izzy to tell him this wasn't 
happening right now. Hell, he'd played a few odd joints in the past where the crowd got out of hand, but this 


was insane. 


There was a roar from the crowd as a full on brawl had kicked off, and suddenly it had become more than 


just one on one, and Slash was running to the edge of the stage, vaguely aware that someone, probably Izzy, 
was yelling at him to come back. 

He whipped the guitar strap over his head and held his guitar with a firm grip in his right hand. Now he had 
got this far he hadn't a clue what he was going to do, but he knew he had to keep people calm or it would 
make the situation worse. 

The security had now pulled two men away from Axl, and Slash caught flashes of red among the sea of bodies 


and with Duff and Izzy's help all three of them hauled their singer back over the side. 


Seeing Axl up close sent Slash's heart beating in his ears as he realised the streaks of red he'd seen did not 
quite match his hair. Blood was trailing down from his hairline, and there were the tell tale signs of a black eye 
forming around over his right eye. 

‘C'mon we've got to get him in the back. Izzy murmured, taking Axl's arm. 

"| can fucking walk!" Axl seethed, trying to straighten his jacket and wincing at the sudden strain on his ribs. 

He managed to walk back into the dressing room whilst the other three kept watch over him. 

Steven was waiting for them in the dressing room, his grin faltering as he took in the expressions of his band 


mates. 


‘lm going to pack everything up in the truck alright?" Duff proclaimed loudly, clearly trying to bolt from out 
of the room as soon as possible. Lucky bugger. 

Slash sat with Steven on the small couch at the far end of the room, but his gaze kept veering back to where 
Axl and Izzy were hunched over, now talking quietly amongst themselves. 

Slash suddenly yearned to know what they were talking about, why whatever they were talking about involved 
just the two of them, and not with the rest of the group. Had the rest of them not been put through hell 
tonight? When was anyone going to tell them that their lead singer had severe bouts of deep-rooted emotional 
anger? 

Steven had left before the conversation got too heated, and Izzy had left the room without speaking another 


word to anyone. 


Slash stayed. Why? he wasn't really sure himself. Maybe it was compassion or pity, or was it genuine concern? 
With only Axl and himself left in the room, Slash sauntered over, a little unsure of where he stood now with 
the older man. He disliked that, the feeling of not having the reticence he had with Axl. Not having the 
closeness that Izzy and Axl shared. 

He touched Axl's forearm fleetingly, hoping to convey his gratitude that he was okay. He was never any good 
at being outwardly emotional. 

Axl flinched as though not used to the physical contact, but he did not back away, only fixing him with a 
plaintive stare and allowed him to continue his ministrations. 

Slash chuckled, a nervous sound that hung in the air between them, and touched the purple bruising lightly 
with the cool smooth glass of his bottle of Jack. It probably wasn't the right thing for it, but Slash 
remembered his dad once did it when he fell over as a kid and it had helped with the swelling a bit. 

Axl closed his eyes against the soothing feeling and let out an appreciative sigh. 


"| can't believe the nerve of that guy, | mean why does he have to go and ruin it for everyone else." He didn't 


sound angry any more, just tired and confused. 


"Yeah, but jumping the guy ain't gonna give us more gigs.” Slash pointed out. 

"Yeah" the red head agreed, and he looked so sad and hopeless that Slash immediately felt bad. 

"Fucking deserved it though." 

He squinted. 

"An' what were you doing? One of them said you were about to dive in to the crowd or somethin" There was 
a humorous edge to his voice. 

"Oh | don't know, was gonna give em' a good whack with my guitar." 


They held each other's gaze for a moment, matching the other's silly grin before they both laughed. They 
laughed at the extremity of the situation, at the absolute absurdity of their lives. 


The Storm is Getting Closer 


Author's Notes: 
I've based this chapter just before Dizzy Reed et. all come into the picture. So about, 1990? 


Slash raised the bottle of Jack to his lips, reveling in the familiar sting as the liquor burned the back of his 
throat. His stomach warmed momentarily, and for a few blissful moments he was numbed to everything and 


everyone around him. 


The band was reaching new heights after the release of Appetite for Destruction and their lives had been a 
whirlwind fueled by booze, drugs and sex. They had won more awards and accolades than Slash could count. If 
Slash closed his eyes on focused on their musical success, life was perfect. 

Until he hit the bottle, then the nagging thoughts would surface, unbidden, telling him he had all of the money 
in the world, all the women, all of the alcohol and drugs at his fingertips. Then why did he feel so damn empty? 
But the feeling soon dissipated as soon as it had came when Izzy swept into the room, and Izzy was definitely 
in one of his brooding moods, that much Slash could tell, if the grim lines of his mates face was anything to go 


by. 


Izzy all but threw himself onto a battered couch, his beer sloshing out of the can though he hardly noticed; 


his face was a perfect storm concealed behind a mask of emotionless indifference. 


"Who pissed in your drink?" Slash hollered, 

Izzy glanced at the curly haired guitarist on the floor. 

"Erin. ts always abut fuckin’ Erin" Izzy grimaced. 

"Erin" Slash repeated slowly, trying to piece the snippets of memories he had of the woman who hung around 
the band. 

"Erin. Erin fucking Everly. Two-faced tits Everly." Izzy murmured, taking a long swig of his drink. 

Slash snickered "Two-faced tits Everly, | like that” He nodded his bottle in the elder guitarists direction, his 
expression sobering when he remembered the fights that often occurred between that woman and Axl. He 


knew Axl loved that woman, hell, he talked about her often enough. 

"Something happen between them or what?" Slash asked. 

"They've had some massive fight. Erin's left him again, taken all her stuff. Axl's been screaming at me about it 
for the past hour or so." 

Izzy shook his head, "I can't take this anymore man" 


"It will sort itself out." Slash said, trying to reassure him. 


Izzy murmured non-committedly, his eyes flickering to Slash's own until they looked away, seemingly deep in 


thought. 


"Me and Axl grew up together right, and I've always felt I've had to be there for him." he started slowly. 


Slash nodded, he knew this, but he was not entirely sure he liked where this line of conversation was going. 


"I thought - | thought | was someone he needed. Turns out it's not" He finished bitterly, laughing despite 


himself. "Now | know you two are close, you both get on well. He trusts you." 


Slash swallowed thickly, his throat suddenly quite tight. Well, Axl seemed to get on with Steven too, before he 
was unceremoniously kicked out of the band. Whatever issues Izzy and Axl had he really didn't want to be a 
part of, Slash had enough on his mind without being Axl Rose's fucking caretaker. 


"Look, I'm not going to be Axl Rose's fucking babysitter, alright!?" He said defensively. 
Izzy shifted up from his reclining position and matched his, his body tense. 


"He doesn't need a babysitter! He needs - well - | don't know." The older guitarist sighed, running a hand 
through his hair. 


Slash fixed his gaze at the floor, trying to count the cracks in the floorboards, the small ant that was edging 


around a gap leading to the room below, anywhere that wasn't at Izzy. 
"lim thinking of leaving the band" 


Slash's stomach felt like it had fell through the floor with the ant. He jerked his head up sharply. 
"What?" He said, so softly he wasn't sure if he'd said anything until Izzy grunted in response. 


| need to move on, do my own stuff. | can't do that whilst I'm tied to this band." 


Slash felt the flashes of hurt pass through his chest and his face must have shown it, for Izzy's face had 
softened. 


| won't leave yet, | want to get the album out of the way first. But when the time comes, I'll tell him. 
Alright?" 


"This is your way out." Slash stated, surprising himself that there wasn't a trace of anger or accusation in his 


Tone, only resolution. 


Everyone in the band knew the tactic of getting to Axl through Izzy, the added bonus that if it were 
something the singer didn't end up agreeing with you wouldn't get your eardrums blasted first hand. Without 
Izzy that connection would be severed, and Slash realized it forced him out onto the precipice for the first 
time. He would have to step up to balancing his relationship with Axl Rose instead of skirting round the edges. 
He almost felt he had suddenly become the tamer of a lion in the lion's den 


"Have you told Axl” Slash said after a moment. 
"Fuck nol" Izzy laughed, "I need to prepare myself for that" 


Slash watched as the older guitarist rubbed a hand over his face. There wasn't much of an age difference 


between the two of them, but at that moment it seemed very evident. 


"You need to talk to him about what this band is going to do." Izzy said, "He'll listen to you." He affirmed when 
Slash balked. 


Slash wasn't too sure, but perhaps talking to Axl would help wherever this band was hurtling towards. 


